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of the passport from the religious authorities I found
out the less pleasant fact that I was very "hard up,"
Despite my good standing in the Moslem community
the outlook undoubtedly appeared doleful, and I realized
the journey to Mecca would have to be postponed for
the time being. I started to seek a position away trom
the theatres and found it in a peculiar way-
Some casual remark made me loll a few Egyptian
friends about an incident which happened to me in
South Africa years before.

Although I wore an European suit whon at Cape
Town I had the habit sometimes of putting on a Moroccan
fez with a long black tassel. While wearing this I once
went into a fashionable caf6 fronting Addorlcy Street,
the city's main highroad, and felt astonished when a
waitress said that she could not serve me owing to my
headgear, even though I was a white man,

In consequence of the subsequent conversation at
Cairo I wrote a little essay on this phase of European
prejudice and showed it to a friend of mine named
Labib (not the Azhar lecturer but a master at a fashion-
able Egyptian educational foundation called the School
of Cadis). He read it with surprise and then com-
mented: "Mahmoud, this would be good for Moycid"
(the chief daily newspaper in Cairo, which had issued
the news about my pilgrimage scheme). The young man
suggested I should show my writings to Sheikh Ali
Jussuf, the editor of the journal. "It would be a good
opportunity/' added Labib, "for you to get introduced
to him/'